WALKER MILES

that his directions are obscure, like the sister legend,
fostered by dying or dead humorists, that Bradshaw
is unintelligible. The Bradshaw myth has by now
got some footing, and it will take a few generations of
increasing good sense to kill it; but it may be hoped
that all walkers will combine to strangle any embryo
Walker Miles legend at birth. If a man knows the
four points of the compass, can distinguish between
his right hand and his left, and (occasionally) can
recognize a holly or an oak, he has all the equipment
necessary for understanding Walker Miles. I have
followed his directions now for some years, and have
only come to grief from my own carelessness, or from
actual changes in the country which have made his
directions out of date. Now and then the course of
a footpath has been altered: for example, the High-
ashes Farm track now debouches not into the Fel day
road, but into the cross-road to Abinger, so that one
turns to the left instead of the right. Here and there,
too, a stile has been removed or a gate has become a
gap. But the great bulk of Walker Miles is still
accurate, and none but a fool need go astray.

Under which term I include, with the deepest
respect, betrothed couples: in the honourable and
Shakespearean sense they are fools, being too much
occupied with supramundane things to- be able to
attend properly to the business in hand. It was my
good fortune one Whit-Monday to overtake two such
couples on a Walker Miles track, both with the
Master's work in hand and both somewhat puzzled
as to its meaning; but I was able to set both right by
precept and example, and I trust that there are now
two happy homes where Walker Miles stands in the
place of honour in the front-parlour, ousting East
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